ii               WITHIN THE GATES

BISHOP (in cold and final tones). No,

(A pause.}

YOUNG WHORE (with quiet bitterness]. I sup-
pose you'd have helped me had I let you go on
handling my knee.

BISHOP (in cold and tense tones to the YOUNG

WHORE). If you don't go away at once I'll have

you handed over to the police for annoying me!

(The YOUNG WHORE sits silent and shocked

for a few moments^ looking fixedly at

the BISHOP.)

YOUNG WHORE (mockingly). Oh, hand me
over to a policeman, would you? I see. Easy
way of getting over a difficulty by handing it
over to a policeman. Get back, get back,
please; gangway, gangway, there. Policemen
making a gangway for Jesus Christ. (She
stands up.}

(The BISHOP stiffens himself behind his

(With intense scorn and bitterness) You and your
goodness are no use to God. If Christ came
again, He'd have to call, not the sinners, but
the righteous to repentance. Go out into the
sun and pick the yellow primroses! Take
your elegant and perfum'd soul out of the
stress, and stain, the horrid cries, the noisy
laugh of life, an' go out into the sun, an' pick
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